WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
after a couple of months went back to London to marry, as his second
wife, Miss Elizabeth Hoyt and have a prolonged honeymoon. So
I had one last summer on my own in the Yenikevy Residence on the
Bosphorus. It was pleasant enough, but I had fallen from my high
estate and I admit that I regretted it. Colonel Baird, too, who was my
great friend, had sent in his papers and left the Army for good, and
I was lonely—the kind of loneliness which leads one into mischief.
However, as an exception, and in consideration of the little leave
which I had had during the past two and a half years, I had been
granted five months' leave on full pay, and I looked forward greatly
to that. In the end Lindsay was in no hurry definitely to take up his1
new post, and I did not get away till September i8th, which was
upsetting for me as my mother, my elder brother, and I had combined
to take a shooting in Scotland (Corriemonie) that autumn. I there-
fore missed the grouse, though I came in for the stags, and in those
days stalking was the sport which appealed to me most.
But, as Fate willed it, I did not get my five months or even half of
them. I had managed to arrange a series of invitations to shooting-
parties and had secured my brother-in-law's butler, Warrior, as a
loader and was having a great time. Towards the end of November
I was staying for a week's shooting at Harlaxton, near Grantham.
The ideas of my host, Mr. Pearson-Gregory, on geography were
somewhat vague, and at breakfast on the Saturday morning on which
I was leaving for London he said to me, "I see in the paper that the
Sirdar, Sir Lee Stack, has been murdered in Cairo, and I suppose that
will upset your plans." I replied, "Oh no; Cairo has nothing to do
with Constantinople." But he was right and I was wrong.
I was supposed to be staying that week-end with Vansittart and his
first wife in their little house near London, and we had arranged that
I should pick him up at the Foreign Office. When I got there about
six in the evening I went first into the Private Secretary's room, where
I was greeted by Walford Selby with the words, "Oh, there you are
at last. We have been telephoning all over England trying to find
you. You are to go to Cairo at once." The fact of the matter was
that H.M. Government, after Stack's murder, had decided to send
someone from London to explain personally its views to the High
Commissioner. As I happened to be available, and on leave, I had
been selected for this very invidious task. So that was that.
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